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kuan. Only occasionally in its upper course are its
waters discolored and blackish, owing to rains in the
vicinity of Ho Chou in western Kan-su. A few miles
more through the loess which covers, to a great depth, the
western slope of the range of mountains we had just
crossed, and, passing through Tung-kuan p'u, we saw some
six miles ahead .of us the walls of Lan-chou Fu, and the
high chimney of the now abandoned woolen factory; and
an hour or two later I had reached the house of Mons.
I7Abbe de Meester, of the Belgian Catholic Mission, in the
southern suburb, who most hospitably received me and
gave-me a little pavilion in his neat compound.
Here my cart journey of 1350 miles was at an end, and
I could once more stretch my limbs to their full length.
What must have been the satisfaction felt by my carters
also when the long drive was over, I can only imagine
by my own. It was a source of endless speculation with
me how these men kept themselves in condition. When-
ever the road was at all rough they went on foot; they
hardly ever slept at the inns where we stopped, as their
teams occupied nearly all their time; cat-naps caught on
the way seemed to satisfy them. Their food, moreover,
was of a most unsubstantial nature, vermicelli, bread, and
tea a discretion. I changed my drivers only twice between
Peking and Lan-chou Fu, but none of them, on arriving
at the end of their long journey, seemed any the worse
for their work.